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	1. Nicholas Fury, legacy of Nemesis

**I don't own the avengers, the red room, or the percy Jackson series. All credits go to their owners and directors etc.**

SHIELD director Nicholas Fury rubbed his temples in exhaustion. Only last week, he had been informed that he was the great something grandchild of an ancient Greek goddess, Nemesis to be exact, and that the person who told him was the mortal errand runner of the gods, an eleven year old daughter of Loki and Khione. The information he had been given did little for his temper, as he had been told that HYDRA had compromised SHIELD, however, he was rather happy about his new allies, the Greek and Roman camps, and the knowledge that Celestial Bronze could only cut through divine related beings, and not mortal (or nearly so like him) flesh, a handy thing for false assassinations. 'You are in dire need of assistance, you know' the eternally annoying unholy-holy spawn of trickery and snow-Heaven Crow's voice sounded from an IM, 'The Winter Soldier, the Red Room, they are all threats, but useful if you play them right. Loki has fallen, and the Oracle has spoken, he will soon attack, it is an invaluable opportunity to infiltrate HYDRA through the Red Room.' Fury nearly groaned, yes, paranoid, bossy World Security Council members, people wishing to rule the world, and Tony Stark's constant hacking of his systems were annoying and horrible, but those he was able to handle. A stubborn eleven year old constantly wearing him down without a pause, and doing so to try and make him use the only and most desperate program in the whole of his arsenal of programs that could deal with the situation however, was a bit too much. So, 'Very well, I'll let you on the Helicarrier, and I assume that the Mist will do the rest.'

'Great! But-'

'What?' Fury took a deep breath, calming himself.

'Orders from above and below that someone else is to help. The newbie's name is Petra Fury. Her abilities include hydrokinesis and limited geokinesis. She is you grand niece, and the daughter of Neptune.'

'Fine, Program Trojan Horse is activated with you as Theta one and she as Theta two.'

V

V

V

_Skip to Helicarrier. Aside with Fury and Petra Fury._

V

V

V

'I am agreeing with the fact that they are a chemical mixture that creates chaos.'(Fury)

'This is why it would have been better to just give them temporary amnesia and throw them together with a mission in mind.' (Petra Fury)

'They aren't demigods, so they don't have the anonymity and sense of duty required to pull Hera's stunt off properly.' (Fury)

'I was joking.' (Petra Fury)

'It wasn't funny.' (Fury)

'I know.' (Petra Fury)

_to the arguing avengers._

'Stop quibbling!' Petra yelled.' Thor, I understand that you are distraught over your brother, and are ashamed of his behavior. But as I've told grand-uncle, Loki is possessed or mind controlled, I don't know which, you might want your healers to check him on that. Mr. Rogers, Mr. Stark,I understand that you two are at odds with your moral codes, but I believe that both of you wish make sure that the world still exists. Mr. Stark, I know that you wish to have a scapegoat for your father being bucket-head, but Mr. Rogers is innocent of that,at least. Mr. Rogers, I understand that you may feel like you have been tricked, but I assure you that your death in the crash would have had no impact on these happenings, so your wishing for your death in the crash is no different from acting like an ostrich and hiding your head in the sand. Mr Banner, if the Hulk comes, I believe that Heaven will be able to talk him out of destroying the Helicarrier. I've watched the videos of his interactions with others,and I have concluded that he is no more than an over protective child with extreme strength. He did not intentionally harm or hurt innocents in any way, and I have ample evidence that he has a moral compass, unlike _some_ people I can name, and granduncle actually made me write make a thousand word presentation and essay on that matter when he realized that he would have to deal with the world security council and Alexander Pierce about you. And finally,' her sea green eyes bored into each and everyone of them, 'Clint was my friend, and if I have to guilt-trip Charles Xavier by dealing with Magneto to get him back safely, I will. I hope that as _ma__ture _adults, you will not need to be jolted back to reality by the someone important to you being placed in mortal peril.' Then, she turned around and left, unfortunately unable to replicate Fury's dramatic effect, as she was wearing a jacket and pants, not a trench coat.

'Wow,' Tony remarked, 'a Star Wars reference, an insult to Capsicle and a fiery temper? She's definitely cool.'

'She's Director Fury's grandniece,' Agent Romanoff said, 'she was brought on board because she was a security threat, and the world security council let her stay since she holds a large store of mythological information gained during her time in a time-warping library, and because she is one of SHIELD's best unofficial analysts, not to mention field agent material. Most of SHIELD likes her, since she is reasonably nice, despite being stubborn and able to stare down most of them to do something.'

**AN 'Trojan horse''s initials are T and H, hence THeta. Petra's back story will revealed in time. and please vote with your reviews on the name of an OC sacrificed princess. would Andromeda be better, or should I use Iphigenia?**


	2. Loki's trial

**I don't own the avengers or the percy Jackson series, all credits go to their rightful owners and directors etc.**

**AN this is set right after Loki's defeat, and the two girls know that a HYDRA orphanage is in the vicinity. Petra is Dusk. Loki captured the two on his attack on the Helicarrier before teleporting away with his scepter as well. Petra drew Thanos' interest because of her determination, knowledge, strength, daring, potential, and because he considered her a princess, as she was the grand niece of one of the most powerful men on earth, so he wants her as a daughter, and Petra threatened Loki with 'mortal blood, mortal breath', a sacrifice to destroy him, which was why he merely mind controlled her, as she had a rowan pendent cut in the shape of a circle, quartered by a cross, which can prevent Loki's scepter from taking full power on her, which gave her the time she needed so that she was able to force Loki into making a binding oath by the Norns to stop his attack upon the Helicarrier if she sacrificed herself, as she had trapped the scepter by forcing it into a stalemate. She was already affected enough to be considered of its own and not to be harmed by it, and yet still independent enough that the scepter still had to finish the process before it could be used for another purpose, this ingenuity and loyalty would have made her a great prize that was not to be damaged, and made even more interesting because it was a bluff, as Petra didn't know how to correctly sacrifice herself to destroy Loki.**

**As to Thanos' purpose on having Loki attack New York, he wanted to scout out the terrain and see where the heart of the west was, so that he could discover the opportune place to invade. I won't give anymore spoilers unless you review._ Smirks evilly._**

The two girls had found a safe and secluded place before Dusk changed into a ceremonial _chiton _and stepped through a portal to Asgard. Appearing in the full view of every person in the council chamber, she hastily called out, 'I am Dusk, and I have come as the emissary of the Greek and Egyptian pantheons. representing the realms of Olympus, Hades, Tartarus, mortality and the Duat.' The council exploded into noise, while Loki looked irritated, as if he considered her just another person to incriminate him. Ignoring everyone else, she faced Odin, posture perfect, and calling out in a loud voice.

'Greetings, council of Asgard from the pantheons of Egypt and Greece, We greet you through Our mouthpiece, who is to repeat Our words exactly as We have spoken them. Loki Silver-tongue, Lie-smith etc, hereby to be referred to as Loki, was shone to be mind-controlled by Thanos, the Mad Titan, who was formally know as Erebus, Darkness. The condition was ultimately rectified by Loki being subjected to a strong hit to the physical form by the Hulk. As written in scroll seven hundred and forty-four, the independent forcible removal of a hostile from the mind requires strong will, proper training in mind magic or the ability to use a similar form of power, an anchor, and a subconscious rejection of the hostile.'

'Loki is the god of magic and mischief.' Odin retorted. Dusk carried on regardless, as per her mistress's orders.

'Loki was strongly discouraged from practicing the said areas, and the records in question were also made not easily accessible. In an effort to please Odin, he did not search for them. By being given the knowledge that he was a Jotun, he thought of himself as without roots and a hearth, or an anchor. Though he may not have rationally wished to rule Terra, or Midgard as you call it, he did wish for revenge Thor and Odin. Thanos could interpret this as an invitation to enter Loki's mind and "assist" him, and he would have been helpless in this matter. Though Loki did discover information on Our kind, he did not attempt to procure assistance from Us, and in fact, guarded the knowledge from Thanos and directed the Chitauri away from Olympus and Brooklyn House. As We were affected by his behavior, We have the right to demand that Loki be released to face Our justice, where he would be honored as a hero, as we have honored Michael Desardjins, Silena Beauregard, Ethan Nakamura and Luke Castellan, hero of the first great prophecy (**AN: the hero****'****s soul, cursed blade shall reap**). Though Loki may have fallen, he rose again, and for that, We salute him in gratitude and respect.' Then, Dusk, the girl who would not bend to Odin, knelt, shadowy robes swirling around her, to the chained Loki, though the manacles and muzzle fell away as she did so, and Loki hurriedly helped her up. The council seemed to be struck by a spell.

'Thank you,' Dusk said as she rose, 'now that this matter is settled, I believe that we should depart.' Loki bowed and said, 'I quite agree, Dusk, so shall we exit now?' 'Indeed, 'tis to be so.' Dusk replied, and taking Loki proffered arm, the two walked out of the council chamber, and as they left, the council exploded into noise. Loki sighed, 'they are so immature.' Smiling, Dusk said, 'I concur, so shall we leave them to their petty squabbles?' Loki inclined his head, 'As per the Lady's wishes.' Then the two walked onto the Bifrost and traveled to earth.

Dusk curtsied to Loki as they entered camp half-blood, 'Here I take your leave,' she said, before handing two sealed scrolls to Loki. 'Please give these to Chiron and Reyna, as I will not be meeting them.' Loki smiled charmingly, 'Indeed, it would be my pleasure.' Dusk then shadow-traveled to her rendezvous with Heaven, who had given an report of the proceedings to Fury.

**AN: so who do you think Dusk's mistress is? Hint: in the previous chapter, Heaven said that orders came from up above and _down below_, and the fact that Petra, yes, that _was_ her true name is now called Dusk. So read and review please, and the next update will be a new story on the back story of Dusk, and you can just click on my profile and find it. It will be posted on April 11th. And vote on the name for the modern sacrificed princess with your reviews please? Will she be named Andromeda or Iphigenia?**

**oh, and five reviews equal an extra chapter, or a sneak peek into the plot. So review, please?**


	3. in the red room: recruited

**A****nd a bonus bit!**

**Heaven: ****H****ow dare you? ****Agent**** Coulson was one of the nicer people here.**

**Loki: ****Y****ou are a ****princess;**** you shouldn****'****t care about these mortal ****plebeians****.**

**Heaven: ****W****hat****?**

**Loki: Heaven, I am your father. **

**Heaven: ****T****hanks for not ****amputating**** a limb or dropping me down a shaft.**

**Loki: ****S****hut up and come with me.**

**Heaven: ****Y****ou****'****re deviating from the **_**Star Wars**_** script!****'**

'You know our trigger words right?' Dusk confirmed once again. 'Yes, 'the sea will not be restrained' for you, and 'no right no wrong no limits for thee' for me. I still think that your words are better.' Heaven grumbled.

'Oh cheer up, you could have had 'Let it go, Elsa' for your trigger words.' Dusk teased.

'Fine, you have a point.' Heaven conceded.

Smiling at her success, Dusk began saying the trigger words that dampened their powers. 'Alright, so uh, 'greetings thetas one and two'. There, done.'

'Did it work?' Heaven frowned and pressed her hand to the ground, and instead of responding instantly, the frost patterns were slow to form, though they did possess the same amount of intricacy as they always did.

Nodding at the success of the first stage of program Theta, the two than ran through the forest to the city that was situated close to Loki's base in Alaska.

After getting themselves noticed by the authorities by getting caught, they were brought to a HYDRA run orphanage, and it was Heaven's personal opinion that no one should ever put those two words in the same sentence, or the same paragraph of text for the matter. A tranquilizer dart to the neck by the recruiter, and they were off.

Dusk woke in a small, claustrophobic room with no more furnishings other than a table dividing the room into two, and a chair on either side of it. She was seated in the chair facing the wall, and handcuffed to the table. A woman came in, dressed in blood red, and wearing high heels, she carried a bundle at her side. 'You are now a recruit for the Red Room,' she said, 'and you will be properly entered into the program once you answer my questions, I advise you to answer my questions properly, as you won't be released from your chair until you do, so let's start. Name?' 'Petra Fury.'

'What are your relations to Nicholas Fury, Director of SHIELD?'

'I only know of three Avenging Erinyes, Alecto, Tisiphone, and Megaera. Not one of them goes by the name Nicholas, and I am not related to any of them.'

'Avoidance of the question shows potential within you, but you are not permitted to behave insolently to your superior, answer the question.'

'Fine, he's my granduncle.' 'According to records, you should be two, explain.'

'I got stuck in a time warp that granduncle rescued me from, happy?'

'Silence, recruit. From now on, you do not have a name. You have been assigned the number 120-D-32, to be referred to as D-32 when a shortening of your number is required. Dress in these clothes, and a senior recruit will be leading you through the processes. Any show of weakness will result in punishment, understood?'

'Yes.'

'You are to refer to your superiors as sir, madam, or master, understood?'

'Yes, madam.'

The woman gave Petra her clothes, unlocked the handcuffs, and left. Petra then dressed in the skintight red clothing and put on the Pointe shoes, which, she noticed, had their ribbons sewn on in a way tailored to her feet, as they were supposed to, clearly someone had taken measurements of her when she was comatose.

The door opened, and a teenager walked in. She looked at her and said, 'Greetings, 120-D-32, I am 96-D-32. I am a level one agent from class 96. Tomorrow my class will take the examinations to be advanced one level, therefore, as the most senior level one agent, I will be your guide through the processes, follow me and leave your clothes in the room.'

The newly numbered 120-D-32 got up and followed the teenager. As they walked through the long, twisting, and winding passageways, the teenager spoke again, 'The Red Room has chosen you from among many others to be trained in the arts of espionage. Our teachers are harsh, for we are trained to be assets of HYDRA, and only the best are assets; they teach us ballet, for it is a representation of the Red Room's values, strength, discipline, and a seemingly delicate beauty hiding both. You will spend two years as a level one asset before you too take the tests with your class. One class is composed of four sectors, A, B, C, and D, and each sector has 32 cadets. HYDRA is our master now, and those who learn quickly will be rewarded, while those who don't will be punished. I will take you to be marked, and then I will lead you to your class's barracks. Your marks will be your number and the Red Room's insignia, though in time, you may be rewarded with their removal, as HYDRA has promised that when we graduate, we will be rewarded with code names instead of numbers, but until then, we are no more than training cadets, and not assets, and so, when we address each other, we will address each other as cadets.'

120-D-32 was duly marked, and brought to the barracks afterwards. They were given a long speech on the importance of partnership before being told to choose partners. Petra saw that Heaven had twitched a few times during the speech, so apparently, their partners were going to be killed some time or another, surprise, surprise, and since what she had heard from Natasha was that they would be killing each other, it would have been very possible that she would be killing her partner, so she chose mild-mannered D-15. When they split beds, she took the bunk on the top, letting D-15 have the better one. They were then led to the mess hall, and given simple bread, jam, and milk, before being divided into sectors again and sent in different directions. Their sector was first sent to ballet class; an hour of basic practices to strengthen their feet and ankles, and they were off again, this time for languages, and they were learning Arabic. A bathroom break, languages again. They were given an exam; then they reviewed a semester's worth of public school math before being given a test. They were then sent outside to do basic drills while being tortured by the tantalizing smell drifting from the kitchens. A few girls looked at the kitchens, and they were punished with stinging blows. She, Heaven, and a few others who managed to learn quickly and not show their hunger were given lunch, while those that couldn't were forced to stand on one leg and watch. After lunch, they were given HYDRA propaganda, before being led to the kitchens to help with dinner preparations, before being instructed on computers, given one hour of free practice time in one of the ballet studios and then sent to the laundry to collect fresh uniforms for their barracks. Afterwards, they met with the other three sectors and given dinner. After eating, they washed, before heading off to the barracks, where they were given half an hour to socialize. Heaven was called out, and when they returned, she revealed that scientists had been running tests on her. Then, it was lights out, and instructors came, handcuffing them to the bedposts, before leaving.

It was then that the teenagers broke down. They were ripped away from their familiar families and brought here, to a terrifying place, where instructors used physical punishment, and they were treated as no more than possessions that were owned by HYDRA, an organization they grew up being told as evil. However, no reaction came, and slowly, they drifted off to sleep. Yet the youngest of them all, Petra and Heaven, did not cry, instead sleeping, and using the astral plane to communicate unhindered.

'There can only be one survivor in a class.'

'Unless we can take an alternate route.'

'Ah, becoming a team player, the scientists were whispering about the Winter Soldier.'

'Both of us are valuable to them, as you are half Jotun, with a bit of Asgardian blood in you, and I am the grandniece of Nicholas Fury himself, but they can't bend the rules too much for us.'

'So which of us then?'

'You are the more precious to them, and they won't need to break you so much, so you will become a team player, besides, it seems as they already have those plans for you.'

'Alright, I will do that, and act as a database as well.'

'What? Since when did you have photographic memory?'

'Since I did a quest for Mnemosyne.'

'Do you have any water from her pool?'

'Yes , but I would suggest using it for emergencies only, as the personality of the user at that time will become the dominant personality, and I fear that it would be counterproductive to our cause.'

'Indeed, so to sum it up, you go play PA, and I'll be goody two shoes.'

'Right, it should be easy enough to remember, but dream speaking is hard to remember or control, so try repeating it a few times if you aren't sure.'

'I think I'm good.'

'Very well, then sweet dreams.'

'Sweet dreams.'

The two relaxed their minds and slept.

**E****xplanations: ****The ****recruiter recognized Petra, and they were merely testing her. ****T****he Red Room will get ****progressively**** harsher as Stockholm ****syndrome**** and HYDRA brainwashing start to take effect. I won****'****t give you any spoilers, but trust me, it won****'****t be so nice in the ****future****. ****S****o read and review****'**

**M****ost sincerely,**

**Nobody.**


	4. In the Red Room: Jokul Frosti

**D****isclaimer: I ****don't**** own any works recognized, all credits go to their respectful owners.**

_Heaven POV_

An extraordinarily loud alarm blared for approximately half a second before falling abruptly silent. Heaven, as a demigod (though that itself was debatable, as she was half true-divine, celestial goddess, half Norse Asgardian god) had trained herself to wake up immediately at a loud noise, and Andromeda, though untrained, did have the sense to be better safe than sorry on these matters, as she figured that if she had woken, then there must have been some kind of disturbance, even if the loud noise was merely part of a dream, so the two were instantly alert and tense. The two put on their Pointe shoes, correction, Red Room issue, all purpose ballet shoes (they were flexible enough to run comfortably in, and the covering cloth was made out of some kind of strong material, Kevlar maybe?) and made their beds. Andromeda also took the time to wake D-15, and get her to do the same. One minute later, an instructor came down the hall, and stopped at their door. He entered and unlocked all of the handcuffs, one narrow 0.5m*1.5m double bunk at a time, moving easily between in the 0.5m spacing between the bunks, and waking each sleeping girl with a slap to the face. Once they were all woken, the instructor commanded them to copy the actions of the three awake cadets, and then they were given half an hour to make use of the six washstands, before he led them to table 120 within the mess hall, where there were 24 tables lining the walls, each seating 64 cadets on both sides. The tables were numbered from 120-96, though table 96 was empty, the cadets there having left for their tests already. There, D-32, D-15, and Heaven were given vegetable puree and French toast, while the rest of class 120 were subjected to a lecture on waking up alert and forbidden from eating breakfast.

The following hour was spent on washing dishes. Dishes, for Heaven's sake! Did Andromeda have no shame? After all, she was the one who preferred using water to clean dishes in a few seconds without getting her hands wrinkled, and yet when she did them the normal way, she was still faster than Heaven. Then, Heaven devoted the subsequent languages, foreign culture, and math classes to getting revenge on their superiors for making her loose to Andromeda by not paying attention and demonstrating her photographic memory when questioned, hence embarrassing them. By lunch time, their instructors finally decided that she was enough of a special case, and sent her and her partner, D-33 to the headmistress' office.

After climbing up the staircase (elevators were for were for those worth using electricity on), D-33 was taken away by the guards, and she was brought before the oh so mighty headmistress. The headmistress was wearing red clothes with a _much_ more aesthetically pleasing design to them than the common uniforms of Red Room training cadets.

The headmistress greeted her, and told her that she was behaving improperly, but that due to her valuable qualities and the 'mercy' of HYDRA (it did value its assets) she would not be punished, only given special attention, as well as a permanent, second-grade rank with no hope of 'advancing' (AKA getting more concentrated attention that she didn't want), before ordered to give a demonstration of her abilities. She demonstrated lowering temperature in both concentrated and not so ways, making frost, lying, limited lie detecting, and an inability to slip on ice. She was then led to a small room close to the office, and there was a hysterical D-33 handcuffed to a chair.

'Kill her, the headmistress said, 'and you will be assigned to the Winter Soldier as a student.'

Heaven frowned, pressing her hands to D-33's eyes, and lowering the temperature of her brain until it became dead, ignoring the screams from the girl when she first touched her eyes. The headmistress looked satisfied, before leading her to medical. A doctor came in, and everything afterwards went fuzzy.

When she woke up, she was wearing a uniform with coloring that was suspiciously like Elsa's dress from _Frozen_, and her hair had been braided into a single braid that ran to her mid back in a plain pigtail tied with a elastic band.

_Switch to when the __headmistress__ left Heaven._ **(****No****, she is not a fallen angel leaving that Heaven, I mean this Heaven, not the Christian (and ****existent****) version of Olympus and Elysium, the demigod Heaven. No, not Elysium, ****you**** know what I mean)**

Madame Viper, headmistress of the Red Room, and current keeper of the Winter Soldier, walked towards the Soldier's quarters. 'Soldier,' she snapped, and the living weapon immediately came to attention, looking at her emotionlessly, 'Mission: type: training. Subject: Jokul Frosti. Description: daughter of Loki, half human, half Asgardian and Jotun. Abilities: temperature lowering, frost manifestation, persuasion, lie detection. Power class: upper Alpha E. Training objective: become your partner. Trigger words: power restraining, lasting one hour: "cold iron," paralysis: "hibernate".'

The Soldier replied, 'Mission accepted.'

She nodded, 'Frosti will arrive within thirty minutes.'

'Understood.'

**The way i see it, the headmistress of the red room is one of the people who can control the soldier, and as there is no outside stimuli, there isn't much risk of him remembering anything. So ****Read**** and review**

**M****ost sincerely,**

**Nobody.**


End file.
